SY 1 THOUGHT 
I TOLD YOU To 
WAIT IN THE 
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ALSO IN THIS ISSUE: ‘ 
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THE THIRTY — 
EIGHTH TERMINAL! 
DISEASE I'VE 
CONTRACTED 
THIS WEEK! 


IT SHOULD 
HAVE KNOWN! 


CANCER! 


T WONDER 
WHAT HORRIBLE 
THINGS WILL 

HAPPEN TOME 
TODAY ? 


Tt SHUDDER 
TO THINK 
OF THE POS- 
SIBILITIES. 


It'S JUST 


LATE FOR MY TUNE AFTER 


APPOINTMENT AT 
THE UNEMPLOYMENT, 
OFFICE | 


1 WONDER 
WHY I BOTHER 
GETTING OUT OF 
BED IN THE 

MORNING / 


I DON'T 
KNOW HOw TI 
MANAGE TO SUR- 
VIVE FROM 
DAY TO DAY, 
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OH No! 

MY LAST 
GOOD SHIRT — 
RUINED! 


T HAVEN'T WHY ME, 
EVERY HAD A JOB IN TEN OH LORO, WHY ME 2/2 

DAY IGO OUT \ / YEARS! 1 HAVEN'T EATEN HOW MUCH MORE 
TO LOOK FORA ! : TORMENT DOI HAVE 
JOB AND EVERY f NEVER BEEN LAID, OWNED [UNFORTUNATE TO ENDURE ?!? 
DAY I GETHIT /\ ATV., OR BEEN TO PERSON THAT ° 

BY A CAR! DISNEYWORLD IN VER LED! 

MY WHOLE LIFE! 


OH THE PAIN! THE PAIN THAT'S SCREAMING IN MY MMMM... THAT yOu WAITRESS ! ANOTHER 
HEAD IS UNBEARABLE / I FEEL AS IF MY LIFE'S COCKTAIL WAS DE=— ‘SUFFERIN’® BASTARD” PLEASE! 
FLUIDS ARE BEING ORAINED OUT OF ME/IM GETTING {LICIOUS! TI THINK [LL AND GET ME ANOTHER 
WEAKER... EVERYTHINGS GROWING DIM... PERHAPS HAVE ANOTHER / “COCO-LOCO” WHILE YOUR 
THIS IS IT... PERHAPS THIS IS THE MERCIFUL END,,, %, Orn) ~ At IT! 


GOODBYE CRUEL WORLD,,,, UGGHHUWWH..... 


HAWAIIAN COCKTAIL HUMOR BY PETER BAGGE © 1986. 


GETTING INTo “WEIRDO” BY INDULGING THE SELF-CENTERED PSYCHE OF... 


WHO IS THIS ALINE-KOMINSKY-CRUMB > }* 
WART 15 HER STRIP? 3 22. AND WHY P 


ea BUT IM IN GREAT VG 
SHAPE FOR MY AGE! 


I'M so 

stoopit ! 

I'm So 
Apatuetic ! 


UNABLE TO CONTROL HERSELF, PERHAPS SHE 
NEEDS TO BE FONT ROLLED 8Y A FORCEFUL, 
DOMINEERING MALE.- 


COMPLETELY OBSESSED BY HERSELF, SHE FLUC - 
TVUATES VIELENT! LY FROM ONE aaa id THE 


Wie F HO LOHEE LONE = IG 
SA FERR DEATH! BUF 
\ « 
\ 


TH-THANKS... T 
NEEDED THAT/ 


IS THERE HOPE FOR ALINE KOMINSKY- 
CRUMB PP THIS PooR TRAGIC VICTIM 
OF THE “ME DECADE” 22 CAN SHE 
BE HELPED OP 
[MEME ME ME ME 


ME ME MENE 
Menenemeem 
MEINE MEE 


wWHERE SHE CAN GAIN INSIGAT INTO HER CHARAC- 
TER BY PRINTING BRILLIANT STRIPS LIKE 
SELF-KNOWLEDGE 1S TRULY ) 
THE ROAD To KNOWLEDGE 


YES 2! BY MAKING HER 
THE NEW EDITOR 
OF" WEIRDO”.... 


co a) 3: ‘4 : 
mM “MYSELF + Ls "BY PEARIEY PEKAR /7 


©1%b-by Ace Backworos 
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BY HARVEY PEKAR 


‘WORLD-FAMOUS COMIC-BOOK 
WRITER AND HOSPITAL PILE - 
CLERK HARVEY PEKAR BE- 
STOWS HIS WISDOM ON ONB 
AND ALL. 


tion, However, one of thet, 

ST9C¢k, AKA. Foolber Sifeeuae ns 
Q three Page story in’ this BS as 
has been sghored. OK, 


A gifted writer and hustratey, 
Sew, “Sone of the mos} well-edicat- 
€¢ of ali come Look artists He has 9 
thorough khowleds€ of corfooning and 
- eqhse Aolds @ GFA in Penting fromthe 
Unversity of TENGS aNd ch A From “Y-| 
ming, Yes tavght ert at rhe university 
level For about pwenty five yeors. His 
pantiags and priats heve been exhibited 
at vertavs galleries n the USA and abroad 
LT vs 93 '@ com book aris however, that 
Stecy Aes done bis besf + mos Or/g/NAl Wark 
We honed fis skius at the University of Texas 
humor mayo2ine The (exes Raye ar a time 
when he wes esting VQri0US intluences| 
the most important bing that of EC comis| 
Evolving beyond that hé produced in 1962 
What seme people, 19 cluding Gilbert Shelton e| 
historian Fay Seagedy, consider the tars} unde| 
round come The Adventure, oF He 


Lirowed tus in the late (695 Ad Carly 705 
with @ ftw "New Adventures ot Jess” hooks in 
which Fesus i shawn tone troan 11, Conteap4 
Crary Settings "Jesus Gots To Gabe "Jesus 
Zoins The Academns Community," Sesus Joas the 
Aaned Serces."In These Comics He 15 tr. 
ouces The huge, black, C6 99r smoking 
Street Psychiatrist Dr Feelgood There wee 
two Feelgood comics PvOMShed C19 1972 + 
FI) In Fa Stack @lso published AMA 
Comuecs , conn ay Wore dealing with” 
the Trojan War dnd the battle-of tue 
Sexes. Dormant 20g, about the dog of 
one of Dr Feel goods patients, wos print 
in this book e 
The first thing that wupressed 
|e about Stack wes what a brilliat 
Pwodist he w@S how much more well. 
head and Grtivlafe than the vast 
mayority of coryic writers what a 
Pleasure! ta bead comics fy 4 guy, 
Who maces references to,high brow as 
well as popular culfure ' Academic ant 
Miltary life, orgeneed religrery ane 
Contemporary Politics ave amang the 
targets tar Stacks Satire, which is “offey 
St 


angry 
6 6s also a top notch illus tater 
Thowgh NS Mor ma/ Cone, style is pila 
its gluays anatemically Correct He 
Captures people's essences; Hus Figure 
drawing ts Spare and og lar but he’ 
thaes “q feu tS go a 0:79 Way. The 
textural richness of his werk tf nofe- 
worthy, he produces subtlely qe dvared 
effects’ using cross hatching close, oe 
drawn parallel tines anc lines of varied 
thiceness Some of Stack's best drawing a 
Sequence of Twelve brihaatly Conslete fed 
Virtually wordless Pages, Con be Fa, 
‘a Feel qos Fuames # on 


AS impressive as Stace’s work h 
Seen to date, believe he 1s capagie 
OTe theaa a Ais range. The ave bio. raphical 

fi vaking A yt The Lone Ranger", his by 
‘ ows Mat he can wril€ welf reahsticat) 
ag well as Satirically, and hes had th 

Wty for decades to do ex € 


heal) cellent 
lin Econ Pas state 
to invol . bog hes gain 
teade out B haet het peadhta ef, 
time doing Comics - the combination 
of talent and Knowledge he brings 
to the medum /s rare indeed. 


ALINE KOMINSKY- CRUMB 
P,0. BOX 533 
WINTERS, CALIF. 


95694 
WELL FRIENDS, I'm 


realistic 
profile 
Of Move 


SO GREATLY DISAPPOIWTED 
co NOTA-ONE REALLY, TOTALLY, SUICY GUT WREKH 
ING HATE LETTER DIDT REC ElvE AFTER MY SCATH- 
ING INSULTING, INFLAMMATORY EDITORIAL IN THE 
LAST ISSUE WHATSA MATIA witH you READERS !? 
LT \GoT TONS OF NICE LETTERS PRAISING M ¢ 
Looks AND TASTE, AND SOME, SLIGHTLY CRITICAL ONES 
RANTING AND BEGGING To BE IN WEIRDO, BUT L 
DESPERATELY CRAVE SOME INTENSE CONTROVERSY | 
DO THIS SHARP-TONGUED SHREW REALLY SCARE 
YOU LITTLE JERKS OFF, OR WHAT P? 
WHILE I'M ON THE RAG H 
EAGER LETTER WRITERS Wi. 
GET ON My NERVES 

youR Ler. 


; TM A HOUSE Wife T've 
GoT VACUYUMIN6G AND LAUNDRY TO Do BOMBARD- 
MENT IS NOT A GOOD APPROACH WITH ME. 


AUTOMATICALLY ASSUME TH 0 
PEN-TELS Ne PUSS race neuron 
I O.3. T CAN'T D Cotop. 
co) of DINATED, DE SIGNER Srarionepy. tr Manes 
waste nad iHAVE MONEY Ta BURN AND TIME To 
NEW LETTER HEADS MADE FoR yave- 
SELF. So KEEP IT SIMPLE ANDO TASTE FUL! You 
CaN TYPE IF YouR WRITING (S ILLEGIBLE; BAte- 
PONT PEN OR PENCIL ON PLAIN WHITE PAPER OR 
YELLOW LINED PAPER 15 JUST FINE, T'M NOT 
Fussy! 
ANY way AFTER ABOUT 
Bao You GvyS I CAN SEE WHAT DROVE ROB- 
cBr Aue PETER BAGGE NUTS sue(L HAVENT Gor 
Veo ARTERE, PRESENT.) SO IF Z DON'T ANSWER 
ete ABOUT TEN LETTERS TAKE THE HINT. 
I OON'T CARE IF I'M POPULAR,I'M NOT youR 
THERAPIST, x DON'T WANT TO HAVE SEX 
MATH YOu Cwéee PRowasey Nor) AND I DO wanr 
ue MAKE A_GREAT MAGAZINE “THAT wie MAKE 
me FAMOUS AND RESPECTED AND wiee MAKE 
Co bun NEY FOR THE PUBLISHER AND Whe 
(fy HISTORY AS THE mos NF (- 
GANT PUBLICATION OF OUR TIME Gane ocur 
kaw!) So Just Do 4 FABULOVS, EARTH SHATIERIG 
OTORy. 4 FIRST ECE OF WORK BY You, PREFER 
ABLY So LT CAN TAKE CREDIT FoR LAUAKHING 
Your CAREER, WHEN I'M ON Tv T4LK SHOWS. 
Ras con THE WAY, I HOPE you like HARVEY PE- 
OLUMN ¢ DID you CATCH HL 
DAVID LETTERMAN SHow ? Re eat DIO ier 
KE THAT COSMO CoPIED OUR OCTOBER COVER? 
Sucd Nove’ WEte, HOPE you Love THs FAB- 
Ulous ISSVE THAT I StavVED OVER FoR Your 
SATIS FACTION! AND. MOT OMLy DID ZT nor 
RECEIVE any PRESENTS FOR ME FROM YoU READ- 
ERS BUT NOTHING FOR My PRECIOUS CHICD 


SOPHIE! (CHANUKAH ¢ CHRISTMAS ARE OVER Gur 
VALENTINES Day (5 ANE Hotiaay!) 


SIH H HOY 


THREE MONTHS OF maiL 


DEAR ALINE KOMINSKY-CRUMG, WEIRDO EbITOR 
tress. T'VE COMPLAINED THAT UG Comics 
OFTEN HAVE AN UNCIVILIZED SLANT, AND 
LACK UPLIFTING MESSAGES, BUT MAYBE A 
LOT OF NATURAL EXPLANATION FOR THIS 
(S THE NEED TO USE PRIMITIVE, ELEMENTAL 
ASPECTS OF ONE'S NATURE THAT PIONEERS 
HAVE TO MAKE THEIR EFFORTS. THIS MAY Nor 
GE SO DIFFERENT FROM THE VIRULENCE, 
+ REJECTION OF THE PAST, THAT APPEARED 
(INTHE ORIGINAL MODERN-ART MOVEMENT: 
T'VE ALWAYS WANTED TO Coniraiadre 
ORE TO WEIRDO, BYT I REAL. = 
DON'T YET UNDERSTAND THE M4G AND WHAT 
(F NEEDS. I HAVE A NOTION THAT UG 
COMICS OFTEN WORK ON A DIFFERENT 
ARTISTIC. PREMISE FROM OLDER aes 
RATHER LIKE CUBISM + OTHER PRE Viou. 
MODERN -ART MOVEMENTS BROKE AWAY 
FROM OLDER ART + WORKED ON A pape 
ENT PREMISE ABOUT MEANS 1 ENDS . 
FORM CsTyLé) + CONTENT CSTORY): "ITS IM 
PORTANT How YoU 400K AT If, NOT JUST WHAT 
YOU wanr To SAY OR SHow." T THink 
THAT YOUR FIRST WEIRDO IS A GOOD START, 


— yours, 
B“N. DUNCAN 
BERKELEM, CALIF. 


ae ? How WAS youR 
How's THINGS wiTH you“ How 

CHRISTMAS? YA WANA KNOW How MiNe nas? 
Pegeery Mor. Pur Gt er cor you aM oot 
THIS |S WH 0 
Coren weve Been THRU So MUCH A panes, 
DEEPLY INTERESTED IN HEARING AG ee 
CHRISTMAS EVE STARTED pur cike ine 
GOING Ta BE GREAT! My LA ee wee A 
BEING A SANTA IN A LOCAL MAL pe 
COUPLE OF GIRLS THERE. ONE HIKED ME, EX ae 
THE OTHER ONE, THE ATTRACTIVE ONE TR 
SET UP WITH ONE OF My ROOMIES. THEY NER 
SEEMED TO HiT IT OFF THO. AMYWAY THE CHIKK 
THAT LIKED ME JS THIS VIRGIN WHO WANTED 
ME To TAKE CARE OF THAT SITUATION FOR HER 
FOR x-MAaS, BUT COME CHRISTMAS EVE, SHE 
STARTED FEELING BAD ABOUT RUNNING AROW 
ON HER BOYFRIEND SO SHE GACKED OUT I wenr 
BACK TO THE MALL TO PICK UP THE OTHER CHICK TO 
TAKE HER HOME WHEN Z TOLD HER WHAT HA ppened 
SHE SAID “LET'S GO GET DRUNK WE DID we 
POURED OUR MISERABLE SELF PITTYING Sous 
OUT To EACH OTHER FOR HOURS, RAN AROUND 
TOWN, AND HAD A SWELL TIME WALLOWING IN 
MISERY. WE GoT BACK TO My PLACE AND LO 
AND BEHOLD NOBODY WAS HOME! SHE Cook. 
ED DINNER CLIKE 4 REAL WOMAN SHOULD 
FOR 4 MAN SHE wOULDNT EVEN LET MEW 
THE KITCHEN, SO SHE HAD TO BRING ME my 
BEERS. WHAT aA WOMAN |) and THE MIDNITE 
HOUR ARRIVED. CHRISTM4S I KISSED HER 
GREAT T THOUGHT, THIS 15 17! BUT ABOUT TWO 
SECowDdsS LATER GUESS WHO GOT HOME THE 
Guy I WAS TRYING To SET HER UP WITH FoR 
AMONTH' THEY WENT RIGHT TO HIS BEDROOM! 
T GUESS T ONLY THOUGHT T WAS GOING TO 
GET TO UNWRAP THAT THING FOR CHRISTMAS 
BuT FUCK NO' IT SounDS Lik€ © CARE Bur’ 
I DON'T IL WAS TOO DRUNK TO Do ANY THING 
ANYWAY, So EF SUST WENT TO BED 

HOPE TO HEAR FROM YOU S00N 

THE FAT DUDE 
Wy thaw 
LAWNDALE, CALF, 


THANKS FOR SHARING THIS HEARTFELT DEEPLY 
PERSOWAL EXPERIENCE WITH WEIRDO, you ke 
OBvlousty A VERY SENSITIVE PERSON wHo 
HAS DARED HIS Souc.. L HOPE THIS wae 
ENCOURAGE ofHERS TO BO THE SAME 1! 


"WEIRDO NO. 19, WINTER, 1986-87. 


PUBLISHED BY LAST GASP ECO-FUNNIES. 


DEAR WEIRDOS 
THIS LETTER /5 iW RESPONSE To RODE 
SCHROEDER 'S LETTER IN 1/7 HE CLAIMS 1) 


OBIECTIVISM "IS AN ALTERMATIVE TO MEAN- 
SPigircowess S} — 
'STHE Hate " 

'§ VER ContaRK OF WE/RDO 1, AND THAT WEIRRO 


OF MODERN ART" RE Cabse 


AT 


FORMULAIC STEPHEN KiNG GEST SELERS OBJECTIVISM, 
Witte (TS VLTRA-POSsITWE ATTITUDE SMUGNESS AND 
sate CONSERVATISM , LIES FAR CLOSER To THE 
TEATUS U0 THAN WEIRD, IN FACT oBSECTIVISM 
Pro cecRiMe EXAMPLE OF THE HOMOGEN/2/NG 
vers woke THE STATUS QUO FORCES UPON PROD- 

1 KS, CREATIONS AND IDEAS. ESSENTIALLY 
Ir IS A WATERED - Down, DLUTED MISUNDERSTAND - 
Me OE RENE: ALL THE INTENSITY, HARD -EDCES, 
AND TRUE GREATNESSARE REMOVED BY PEIKOFFE 
RAND, ET. AND THE RESULT 'S “LITE " PHILOSOPHY 

WEIRDO ON THE OTHER HAND EXPLORES AND 
REVELS In THE DARKNESS THAT THE DomiMAanT 
CULTURE DISMISSES IF YOU PICK UP THIS MAGA- 
2INE AND EXPECT TO FIND SPIELBERG /taURIE 
ANDER SON NOVELTIES FOR YUPPIES uNvSUAL 
BuT NOT THREATENING, THEN PUT THIS Dow 
AND READ SOMETHING MORE To YouR Tasres 
CIKE, TIME UNLIKE THE MAINSTREAM, WEIRDO does 
NOT'TRY To MAKE ITSELF SO EVERY GOOD yup. 
PIE FAmuy CAN EN Joy EVERY PAGE. TT dOES 
NOT PRETEND THAT LIFE TS BEAUTIFUL MAY- 
GE SCHROEDER TS So Lost IN HIS OGIECT- 
ean FANTASY TO REALIZE THAT LIFE 15 
SES By eH OE CUISHES FOISTED UPON THE mas 
Rawp Ne DIVINE MEDIA OR THE DIVINE AYN 
A3 THE OLD HAG oN 
SAYS |“ THIS 1s NOT A wite taGgie ne fete” 
PEOPLE cIKE SCHROEDER CAN'T HANDLE IT THEN 
THEY SHOULD PUT THE MAGAZINE DOWN AND 
HEAD STRAIGHT FOR "RAMBO IL.” 

MicHséL. SNIDER 
LoS ANGELES CA 


DEAR miss KOMINSKy CRUMB, 

NO OFFENSE BUT THAT FIRST ISSUE OF 
WEIRDO THAT you EDITED WAS A air MUCH 
OF you. NOT THAT I'M SAYING YOURE NOT A 
WE/RDO OR ANYTHING LIKE THAT BOT LET'S NOT 
HOG UP Too MANY PAGES WITH OUR OWN 
WEIRDNESS SHALL WE? STILC IF You SQUINT 
AT THE COVER IN THE DARK IN THE FRONT SEAT 
OF A CHEVY CAPRICE IT DOES KIND OF LOOK 
LIKE A COSMO COVER, AND THAT'S CooL Ac- 
TUALLY T° BO LIKE YOUR WORK, BUTT THINK 
WEIRDO SHOULD BE A SHOWCASE FOR AS MANY 
NUTCASES AS yoU CAN CRAM jwiT, ALSO L 
HOPE You KNow WHAT You'Re DOING WITH THIS 
WOMAN'S MAGAZINE SCHTICK. EVERYBODY KNowS 
Boys Buy THE COMICS STiLe IF YoU CAN GET 
WOMEN INTO THEM (T MIGHT BE Goop FoR 
THE ARTFORM. AS FOR ME I LIKE A GOOD Issue 
OF COSMO IF I'M STANDING IN LINE AT THE 
SUPERMARKET BUT I'D NEVER Bvy ONE. TELL 
TUSTIN GREEN TO LIGHTEN UP AND GET MORE 
NEVROTIC. Goop LUCK. WANT A GOOD COMIC TO 


AD. 
SESE Yours SINCERELY, 
LANCE HACK 
SAM FRAMCISCO 


“ANOTHER POWERFUL LETTER 
FROM AN ARROGANT THIRD -EYE 
KIN04 Guy"! 


ALINE, Ll 


THE COVER: FIRE UP THE MALE CARTOONING 
POPULACE, WHY DONTCHA ! GAWSH! PETER GAGE 
FROM WHATI HEAR HAS TWO GUYS THAT Wanr’ 
TO BEAT HiM UP! GUT FRoM WIAT TE Sée maT 
YOU'RE So CHARMING ANO GORGEOUS , THE Hor 
HEADS Witt HUMBLE THEMSELVES ONCE THEY 
SET EYES ON YOU IF THEY SET OUT ONA 
MISSION OF TERROR, YOU DON'T HAVE THAT 
ANGRY GLINT LIKE BoB TO SCARE 'EM OFF, 
GUT H Ey! L'D RATHER VSE GEAULTY TO SooTH'THE 
SAVAGE BEAST GETTER ANY DAY !} THIS Looks pow. 
ERFuLLY FEMINIST 1A A WEIRDO SORT OF WAY, 
WHAT CAN E TELL you. ? 

DEEP THOUGHTS 1 ALINE“ eveD HOUSEWIVES CAN 
MENT TO-GET NEN? THESE SEX 
GE PRET iy EXCriNG FROM WHAT I HEAR HOWE VER 
THE SAD FACT 15 MOSTLY ONLY UGLY PIMPLY FAC 
REJECT BOYS READ WEIKDO So L'O SAY FORGET arr 
AS A TOOL TO ATTRACT LOVERS. USE AGERESSIVE 


CHARM AND GOOD LOOKS LIKE LE PO 'IT WORKS 
ONE HELL OF A LOT BETTER! yean'! Oops, 
SORRY BOG- MAYBE WE SHOULD KEEP HER 
GROPING AROUND IN THE DARK SO SHE'LL STAY 
HOME AND TAKE CARE OF THE Family 
BUSTER CALHOUN THE LIVING CARTOON 
MIKE PARLE red 


INVEST NOW IN 
THE FUTURE! 


GET YOUR VERY OWN 
ORIGINAL ART BY 


SOPHIE CRUMB! 


FOR THE UNBEL/EVABLY Low 


PRICE OF OVLY BAC), OOP 


SACRAMENTU, CALIF. 
DEAR ALINE, , 

MODE O DAY WAS EXCELLENT AND ALL THE 
OTHER THINGS ONE USUALLY SAYS WHEN PRAIS- 
ING ANOTHER TYPICALLY EXCELLENT R-CRUMG 
CARTOON. YEA, ITS TRUE, NASTY LETTERS 
MAKE SUCH MORE INTERESTING COPY.-- GUE 
You Guys ARE MAKING 17 MORE DIFFICULT 
ALL THE TIME TO WRITE INTERESTING LETTERS 
WHAT WITH THE OVERALL GREAT QUALITY OF 
THE MAG. THE LATEST SEEMS TO HOLD To- 
GETHER AS A MORE COHESIVE WHOLE. more 
LIKE A UNIFIED MAGAZINE, RATHER THAN A 
HODGE- PODGE COLLECTION OF ODDS 4nd 
ENDS, LIKE UNDER THE REGIME OF WHATSHIS 
NAME. 

HOPE "THE CRITICS” WEREN'T TOO Hosrne 
TOWARDS MR. BAGGE. REMEMBER, WE'RE vocir- 
GROVS In OUR CommenTs ABour WE/REO 
BECAUSE IT MEANS So muCcH To Us. AND 
Binks You PEGE THAT IN MIND, ALINE, AS 

TAR AND FEATH OU AND Rak. 
ACROSS THE COALS. y € you 

I THOUGHT THE ITCMy-DoG-guTr STro 
WAS ToTAtuy Gross. Bur MARY LovED IT-- 
AND SHE'S NEVER LIKED WEIRDO IN THE Pas’ 
SO MAYBE THE ALING WEIRDO wits APPEAL 
MORE TO WOMEN. AND DOG BUTT Lovees 

KEEP UP THE GO00D wore"! ~ 
ACE BACKWARDSSSSSSS5 
SAN FRANUSCO, CALIF, 


DEAR ALINE, 

WELL |x JUST FINISHED THE #18 WEIRDO 
AND TALK AGOUT THE MIX OF FEELINGS. Oo” 
THE ONE HAND you've GOT THIS GREAT 
“CosMo" PARODY COVER, A FINE DORI SEDA 
STORY, AND OF COVRSE, THE EVER-ExcEet- 
LENT WORK oF EL CRUMBO. 

ON THE OTHER HAND, you've GoT THE 
Justin GREEN STORY,WHICH T THINK NE Ceuco 
HAVE DONE BETTER AS A COMIC STRIP AND TI 
EAST TEXAS STRIP. I THOUGHT THESE WERE im 
ERESTING STORIES, AND LT WOULDN T mind an 
OCCASIONAL PROSE PIECE, Bur T Strive THiMk 
OF WeIRDO 454A SHOWCASE FOR Comics, mosrey! 

THEN Sably, Youve GOT THE REST OF THE 
MAGAZINE, WHICH (WITH THE EXCEPTION OF DIANE 
NOOMINS piece) SUCKED PURE ¢ SIMPLE. 
SPAINS STORY WAS INCOMPREHENSIBLE TO Mé| 
AND I CAN'T’ SEE ANY ARTISTIC GROWTH IN 
HIS WORK SINCE THE 605.“y RED BRIDES" 
WAS A COMPLETE WASTE OF SPACE “THE 
YaemoOR STORY WHE possiBly OF INTEREST 10 
ANOTHER ANAL- RETENTIVE COLLECTOR WAS 
AWFULLY BORING. MORE SPACE Coul'DvEe 
BEEN DEVOTED TO THE YyALMoR GRAPHICS 
Quai ARE INDEED SUPERB) AND LESS To 2wi- 

OFFS NOT VERY GRIPP/NG PERSONAL HISroky, 

FINALLY ALINE, THERE ARE YOUR OWN ConTRi- 
BUTIONS, L"D SAY’ THE MAIN DIFFERENCE GE- 
TWEEN YOYR WORK AND youR HUSBANDS 15 
Bias ges S Speans TO SOMEONE GESIDES HIH- 

i HIS ILLUSTRATED p 1CUET, 

SCEM TO BE REAL ATTEM Pre To eat aes 
THOSE PROBLEMS V/A CREATIVE CARTOONING 
WHERE 4S yece CARTOONING STRIKES me’ 
AS THE PUREST SELF-INDULGENCE. 

L'D ALSO LIKE TO SECOND KEVIN 
DIXONS OpiNION CSEE HIS LETTER WEIRDO 1/0) 
ON YOUR CHOICE OF CONTRIBUTORS. Do you 
REALLY HAVE TO GIVE ALL YouR SPace TO 
THESE “FRIENDS OF THE FAMILY"? woud IT BE 
SUCH 4 HARDSHIP To pevoTée 4 Py. PER ISSVE 


Think of it! A SIGNED ORIGINAL 
by this amazingly gifted child! The 
enius of two great artists,A. and R. 
Erne, fused into the tortured soul 
of this five-year-old eats 

GET HANDSOMELY MOUNTEP. 
SIGNED SOPHIE CRUMB ORIGINAL 
HERE NOW! FIRST-TIME OFFER 
EXCLUSIVELY TO WE/RDQ READERS! 


TO READER ART? POOR YN PUBLISHED SHITHEADS Sophie Crumb College Fund 
LIKE KEVIN OR ME WOULD ACCEPT MINISCHE P.0, Box 533 
AMOUNTS OF MONEY FOR THE CHANCE To BE Winters, Calif. 
PUBLISHED. YOU COULD pucl IN MORE READERS 95094 


SINCE EVERY FAN WANTS To SEE WHATS NEW 
INTHE COMIX WORLD AND MAYBE GETA CRack 
AT ENTRANCE THEREIN. YOU CoUuLD GECOME THE 
SATURDAY NITE LiVE OF COMIX; YEARS FROM Now 
FAMOUS CARTOONISTS (CIKE E witt BE) wikt RETURN 
To KISS YOUR FEET IN GRATITUDE!!! 
SO ALINE, YoU CAN RISE UPWARD To 
UNDER GRoUND GLORY, HONORED By au 43 AN INSP/R- 
ATIONAL FIGURE IN AMERICAN GRAPHICS. oR, you 
CAN CONTINVE THE DOWNWARD Sling You ve 
ALREADY BEGUN, UNTIL YOU WIND up IN RicHe 
DESERVED FINANCIAL TURMOIL AND vEmsrur, 
HELL. THE CHOKE 15 Youks. Sn 


INVEST rc FUTURE NOW 


SUCH A DEAL! WHAT A BARGAIN! 


We all know that early issues of WEIRDO will 
be hotly sought-after collector's items in the years 
to come, and yet so many don't take advantage of 
the portunity to stock up on complete sets oF 
this great contemporary comics magazine MOW while 
you Can still get By 


ERY ISSUE. at ORIGINAL 
COVER PRICE.” THIS SENSATIONAL OFFER WONT LAST 
FOREVER! ORDER NoW!! 

dssues 1-4: 2.25 eacty (ATE 
ER Aenea §6LAST GASP ECO-FUNNIES 
ISSUE 1B: 2.95 2180 BRYANT ST. 


INCLUDE $l, §0 FOR POSTAGE SAN FRANCISCO, CALIF 
WUTH YOUR ORDER. — 94110 


LOvE , EDGAR “Baer” UPRIGHT 
CHAPEL HILL, VC. 


THIS JOB 1S REALLY FUN.. YoU Boys GET So 
WORKED UP!!— ALINE . 


HELLO COMIC Book FANS! | suPPOSE THAT'S WHAT You 


\ \\ 
G BOU I \\ ARE. THIS Is FOOLBERT STURGEON CHATTING WITH You 
\\) FoR A LITTLE WHILE, | THOUGHT 1'D CONFIRM A FEW 


E D OF YOUR SUSPICIONS FoR you, ASSUMING THAT Yov HAVE 


SOME. 


LL LEE 


‘You PROBABLY 
THINK THE CIA's 
BEEN MURDER- 
ING PRESIDENTS 
AND MINOR: 
LEADERS AND THAT 
J. EDGAR HOOVER, 
WAS A FAGGOT, 


OR WORSE YET THAT BUT,ASFARAS WY I'M A REAL SERIOUS GUY, HAVE DEGREES 
ety kn al l IMCONCERNED, FVM AND ALC KINDS OF SHIT, 1 WORRY ALL 
A PSUEDO » AND THE NEW ADVENTURES OF My REAL NAME WAH THe TIME, You WOULDN'T BELIEVE 
TESUS 15 SOME FUNDAMENTAL STUNT, THERE ARE IS FRANK STACK YVAN witay \ WoRRY ABOUT... 


EVEN SOME WHO THINK FOOLBERT 15 REALE] GUSERT WeN 
- / | } 
), ha 
, aren st 


CAUSE HE DOESNT WANT To CLAIM THESE OFF- 

BANE ae WELL, WE DON'T WANT i 
WIT Now 5 

GET CAI Y WITH PARANOID FANTASIES Te eee ONY 


ALTHOUGH, IN THE CASE HM BECAUSE jw 


SHELTON, USING AN EVEN SILER NAM 


OV DON'T 
Thee AN way, LIANE Very REUGIONs 
WE OUGHT TO ASSUME , AND | DIDN'T. 
T WHERE THERE SB want To HORT 
SMOKE THERES FIRE oF A WS FEELINGS § SAYS THAT ONE 
MAYBE A STINK BOMB, BY) SATIRIZE ONE'S 


FRIENDS ONLY 
ONES ENEMIES, 
HE'S AS FULL OF 


WHEN | WAS AID | USED To LISTEN To THE 
LONE RANGER ON THE RADIO, AND EAT CHEERIOS 
CPOR AWHILE THEY CALLED ITCREERIOATS AND TOLD You . 
TT WOULD MAKE You STRONG As A HORSE) WE LISTENED To 
HIM EVERY NIGHIHE WAS IN THE FUNNY PAPERS 
AND LATER ON TELEVISION AND THE MOVIES. 


WE NEVER HAD ANY TROUBLE FINDING 

prided hss NEEDED A GOOD BEATING. 
fl WAS OKAY THEN. WWI w. 

JUST OVER! Y hididcaciti 


i 


s 


il 


| 
ee 


Bye WE DIDN'T =< 
HAVE ANY HAMLET ela 
COMTLEX! HE 

WAS SURE NE {\ 
KNEW WHAT Was |) g 
RIGHT ANDWHAT | Ke 
Jo DOABOMT IT, | 


ANDRE WAS VK 
RIGHT! Bot 7 
EM IN THE SNooT! 


BUT RE NEVER 
KILLED ANYBovy, | F | 
THAT WAS AGAINST] — 
WIS PRINCTLES ! 


= 
7 
N 


im 
Uy 


ae 
) 


i 


GooD 
SHOT! 


ANP HE WAS ALWAYS DEAUNG with REAL BAD Guys AND THEY BECAUSE HE WORE A MASK EVEN DECENT FOLK 
WERE ALY THE TIME GANGING UP ON HIM, ANSINTERPRETED HiS INTENTIONS, 


He WAS A GOOD MAN, OBSERVED COURSE WHEN THERE COMESA fi McA AS VP LIKE 10, | NEVER HAVE 


THE CODE OF THE WEST, ONLY OLDER. | STARTED WORRY] TIME WHEN YoU Mfg [BEEN ABLE To QUIT WORRYING ABOUT 
LINED Jo DO GOOD. WHY QUESTION 9 vais 


pres | OUTGROW THE RIM, \ KNEW ALL THE JOKES ABOUT 
Tr? cad f LONE RANGER KM AND MADE VP AY OWN 

Wi (lil aM] AND you GO ON VARIATION S, ALL THE WILE KNow- 
Ht To BIGGER THINGS Sf | ING | OUGHT TO HAVE My MIND on 
| Wh At) : A RIGHER PLANE, 
WAS. LEONARDO DA 
Winscl REALLY QUEERE 


AFTER ALL IN FACTION \ KNEW ALL ALONG gee 
T TH ER WASN'T TOO REALISTIC, SI 

pee peak REE THEI | LIVED IN TEXAS AT THE TIME | 

WAY you? SS CouLD RECOGNIZE YANKEE TALK 


OU 
RANE HAD TO 
GO THR OVEH LE. — -~ 


1 PICKED UP A LITTLE WORLDLY Wisdom 
7 


ut 


NoBoDy'S 


VEN_ THE LONE RANGER MUST 
THE Time! ITS 


EWORLD! 


H 
mn: 
rH) | 


PERFECK! 


WIN SOME, 
LOSE SOME 


\ 
AS 


HE PROBABLY i 
HAD HIS NORMAL = . 
SHARE OF PERSONAL — —--— 
PROBLEMS. - - F 


AND AGGRESSIVE DISCRETION, 


(ex 


FAIR, 


MY HERO HAD 
FEET OF CLAY 
Twey STIL 
WROTE HIM 
PERFECT, BUT 
KNEW BETTER. 
UD LIVED LONG 
ENOUGH To KNOW 
THAT EVEN A.300 | 
HITTER GETS POT 
OUT TWICE FOR, 
EVERY TIME HE 
GETS ON BASE ! 


| STARTED 
DRAWING FIM 
(AYSELF / 


HE MIGHT HAVE EVEN HAD ETHICAL LAPSES, 
OF VARIOUS SORTS... : 


FRUIT OR Any- 
THING, 1F YOUR 


=] BOWELS DONT 


MOVE IT'SHARD 
KEEPING YOUR 
GOoP HUMOR. 


ME BEEN READING Book ON PSycHoLocy! Jia} 
You KNow WHY You ALWAYS SHOOTING {i 


THAT GUN, KEMO- SAVVY? = you AIN'T 
GOT NO LEAD IN YouR Pena / 


EARLY ONE WINTER MORNING | AWOKE T? FIND THE LOOMING FIGURE 


taF MY LANDLORD IN MY TRAILER. HE HAp LET HIMSELF IN. “I NEED 
| TO CHECK THE ROOF FOR LEAKS,” HE LIED. QUICKLY HE GOT 


TO THE POINT: “HEY,” HE SAID, "YA WANNA ‘PLAY FOR PAy’=” 


MPLL GIVE YOU 10% FOR 2 Nae ay REFUSED Hig OFFER, 
| WAS TRAPPED BENEATH THE COVERS WITHOUT ANY CLOTHES, 


iN 

E MN WN > — : 
AN? FELL TO THE FLOOR WITH ATHUMP, "THANK GOD,” | THOUGHT. | 
| ASSUMED HE HAD FAINTED, | DREGGED AND WENT OVER TO FETCH 


[SWIFE. "HE SHOULDN'T BE SHOVELING SNOW OFF THORE | 


PROOFS.” SHE WHINED, "NOT WITH His HEART!” BHE KNELT 
|BY HlS SIDE. WHEN WF REAL zep HE WAG DEAD, SHE wAlLeD 


IN HER GERMAN ACCENT, "HE 


ON MY SH VY, !§ FOUND MYSELF 
ZIPPER UP OR DO 


SE =—— ————— 
a nee 


AN INTERESTING FootNeTE: A COUPLE OF YEARS LATER ONE OF MY FRIENDS SENT ME 
A NEWSPAPER CLIPPING ABouT THE TWO OF THEM. THE HEADLINE READ: "ANGRY 
IDOW FIGHTS TOCLEAR HUSBAND'S NAME" APPARENTLY HE HAD BEEN CONVICTED 
OF TREASON DURING A RECENT WAR. “ON HIS DEATH BEd," THE ARTICLE BEGAN, 
ISED HER HUSBAND sHE WOULD NoT REsT UNTIL HISNAME HAp 
END 


UMRS. X PROM 
EN CLEARED OF THE UNJUST TREASON ACCUSATION..." 


Gis “EAIRY TALE" COLLECTED BY THE BROTHERS GRIMM : 
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SINCE, THERE WAS A WIDOW WHO HAD TWO DAUGHTERS; ONE WAS PRETTY 


AND INDUSTRIOUS, THE OTHER WAS UGLY AND LAZY... THE UGLY ONE WAS 
HER OWN DAUGHTER, SO THE WIDOW LOVED HER THE BEST, AND THE PRET- / 
3 


TY ONE WAS MADE TO DO ALL THE WORK AND BE THE DRUDGE OF THE HOUSE. 
Niustrated by R Crumb, 1987 


VBRY DAY THE 


BACK TO THE WELL, 
mm (rs 
5 STUPIDGIRL! BR | ay ; 
YOU DROPPED THE \\ Dent UR.SHE JUMPED 
WELL, THE SAME 
SEVERELY, AND WAY THE SPINDLE 


eS M N : 

’ SCREAMED IN . HAD GONE / bz 4 SS 

i _ . Wh, Np 
Care 


iL 
XE 


q 
So 


HE GOT UP AND WALKED THROUGH MBADO! 
is CAME UPON A BAKER'S OVEN THAT Vas Oe 
OF BREAD, AND THE BREAD CALLED OUT TO HER... 

- TAKE 


ice 
"PO 
kak 


O THE GIRL WENT UP AND TOOK 

THE BAKER'S PEEL AND PULLED 
ALL THE LOAVES OUT OF THE OVEN, 
ONE AFTER THE OTHER. 


aa 


SHB HAD SUCH 
JAGGED, SNAG- 
Y TEETH 


5 THE OLD 
WOMAN HAD 


t HER. SHE 
we AL THE HOUSE- 
WORE. WELL, AND ({ 


SHOOK THB BED 
WITH SUCH A WILL 
', THAT THE FEATHERS 
\ FILED THB Al 
NOWFLAKES: | 


QS 


NO SHE WALKED FARTHER ON ‘TIL SHB CAME 
AN APPLE TREE WEIGHED DOWN WITH 


To 
APPLES, AND THE TREE CALLED OUT TO HER..,, 


OH SHAKE ME,SHAKE 
» ME/ MY APPLES ARE 
ALL RIPES? 


WHAT ARE YOU AFRAID 
OF, MY CHILD? gl gt 


HE GIRL WENT UP AND SHOOK. 
Gene TREG 'TIL THE APPLES FELL 


LIKE RAIN. WHEN ALL THB APPLES 
HAD FALLEN, SHE GATHERED THEM IN- 
TOA HEAP AND THEN SHB WALHED ON 
FARTHER... — 


ea. 


U.,, BUT Yo 
TAKE GREAT PAINS To 


wy im ¥ 
MOTHER HULDA // 


ND So THE GIRL 
HAD A GOOD LIFE 
wit MOTHER HULDA, 
WITH NEVBR A CROSS 


FTER SHE HAD LIVED THERE FOR AWHILE THE 
HARD-WORKING GIRL BEGAN TOFEEL A SADNESS 
RR 


0 GO HOME. FINALLY As S 
TRESS ABOUT IT... pomcuy ’ PASSING THRU 
IT A SHOWER ' 


‘OV Gi 
Tome. quis TERY : 
DAY." ae ot 


COCK-A-DOODLE 
Door YouR & 
GOLDEN GIRL} 

HAS COME HOME \ 
TO Yous" 


OF GOLD FELL 
HER AND 


if 


TL Tgp 


STEP-DAUGHTER, 


Pe 
} 4ho.5 ALL THAT HAD 
; TO HERS AND Tie 
DOW BEGAN’ TO Wis f 
T Y AND LAZY ONE,” & 


; : LAZY GIRL 
MADE HER HAND BLEED 
BY STICKING IT INTO A 
THORNY BU, 

N THE 
WELL, AND THEN JUMP; 


IN HERSELF’ 


\ 
Ss 


HE FOUND HERSELF IN THB BEAUTIFUL MEADOW 

JUST LIKG HER SISTER BEPORE HER, AND Fob - 

LOWED THE SAME PATH, AND CAME ‘To THB 
BAKERS OVEN. AGAIN THE BREAD CRIED OUT; 
“OH TAKE ME OUT? TAKE ME OUT! I'M QUITE 
DONE ALREADY!” BUT THE SLUT ANSWERED:.. 


HE WENT ON FARTHER AND 


THAT'S ALL VERY FINE, 
GUT WHAT IF ONE OF YOUR 
437 STUPID APPLES FALLS 
SOON MY HEAD Jv < 


Si 


Wi 
TO THROW HER OUT, BUT THE LAZY THING WAS 
THAT BBCAUSE IT MEANT THAT NOW THE SHOWER OF GoD Tes Det 


ND SHE WENT ON FARTHER. WHEN SHE CAME] 
TO MOTHER HULDA'S HOUSE SHE WASN'T 


co 4 


HER, AND 


YES! THE ONLY THING IN MY Rar iageare 
Is BEER / IT HAVE ALL THE IMPORTA 
FOREI@N BEER PLUS SOME SOLY" “Because 
I'M AMAN! PLEASE NOTICE MY IMPORTED 
BEER BOTTLE COLLECTION / 


YES! MY EXSTENSINE RECORO CotLtecno 
CONSISTS OF OVER 3600 RECORDS AND 
TAPES! S BUY ALL THE LATEST TRENDY 
STUFF PLUS IT Go BACK ANP FINO THE orp 
BLUES sTUFE THAT MICK ANO KEITH 
(OF THE ROLLING STONES-- ™ 
FANORHE GR@ouPr-- AS you KNoOw, 

KEITH IS MY ALTER-EG0/) 


wei To USTEN TO! 


TRYING SO by 
<0 BE AN ‘Bo. 
quy,., 


YES! % suBsc@isEe To MANY DIFFERENT 
MAGAZINGS! AS AN AUTHORITY ON Not 
ONLY Music AND FILM BUT ALSO HIGH- 
FINANCE (WHICH ZT EXPERIENCE First 
HAND EVERY PAY _AS AMARGINS CLERIC 
AT BP PRESTIGOUS BROKER- 

AGE/) I LiKE To KEEP @ 

MNSELE cuRRENT / 


LT USED To HAVE PENT House 
DELIVERED TO THE OFFICE ‘TILL 
THis SECRETARY MADE FUN OF 
Me !/ As MICK JAGAER WOULD spy: 
“Look AT THAT STUPID Gif!” 


'X'NE Gor MY sTRETCHOFLEX--N 
PROMRESSINE (ESISTANCE MACHINE 
Laeger Coe Miki WORK OUT ! 
READY DEVELOPING More * 
mass" i 60 BUT I CAN PuT IT ON 
NISA-- DS HAVE A Goto 
CARD, You KNOW, 
PLUS A MASTERCARD! 


ONickeUsZe 


yesiz WATCH “Mian Vice" YES! HERE'S my CAR! TITS A 
ON MY 22” SACANESE TY REALLY Cool JAPANESE IMPORT-- 
WITH REMOTE ConTrou! L EVEN THOUGH T AM CHINESE & 
Don ‘T HAVE CABLE Because STILL RECOGNIZE THE suUPERIOR 
ZL DON'T Nesp IT! TJ HAVE QUALITY AND WORKMANSHIP 
A VCR AND CAN Buy ANY OF THE SMPANESE / PLUS, 
eat Ramet ies aig EVERYONE'S GOT ONE /! 
st 
TAPES FoR Less THAN 840- 
- ESPECIALLY THE PORNO FLIX 


YES! I'M GOING To 
SLEEP IN THE BED- 
Room oF MY CoNDo 
WHIEH MY MOM HELPED ¢ 
ME FINANCE! © 
MoveP ouT TO BE 


YES! L DRIVE FAST AND RECKLESS 
WITH LITTLE REGARD For LIFE 
OR PROPERTY BEcMUSE IT'S 


es, 


2 


TNE 
ING BuT PREFER TO WEAR 
THESE ALL- Sree REC- SPECS 
(Yes! THE SAME ONES CAREEM, 


YES! Cargunt) 
I’M ComPLeTréLy 
FucrineD ! 


MISERABLE MORNING OF FRUIT- I ALWAYS SAT AT THE COUNTER SO I COULD WATCH MANNY 

LESS PORTFOLIO PRESENTATIONS AT THE GRILL... THERE'S NOTHING LIKE SIMPLE PLEASURES TO 
DROVE ME INTO THE REFUGE OF MY HELP YOU FORGET A BUNCH OF OBNOXIOUS ART DIRECTORS. 
FAVORITE EATERY...MANNY'S DINER. 


ILL HAVE A WHILE MANNY SLAPPED MY TWIN PATTIES ON -!LECTROMAGNE TIC 
DOUBLE CHEESE- THE HOT STEEL THIS NATTY GUY CAME IN. FORCES... POSITIVE, NEGATIVE... 
BURGER AND A HE WAS TALKING SOMEONE'S EAR OFF. BUT PASE: GATRILIW LIKE. GREAT: 

CREAM SODA, WHEN HE WALKED BY ME I NOTICED HE WAS NoT RILLY LIKE BREATHIN ‘ZACKLY.., 
ALONE...HE TOOK A STOOL AT THE COUNTER. MoE LIKE PULSIN‘..YEAH... 
JES LIKE THEY BE PULSIN' AN’ 
EMANATIN:..YEAH...HA HAS 


HUH? NO COFFEE MIZ. WHEN IRMA LEFT, HE STARED AT 
THE GRILL AND STARTED TALKING 


AFTER A FEW MINUTES OF THIS 
QUIET, NON-STOP TALKING. IRMA I DON'T DRINK IT 
CAME TO TAKE HIS ORDER. NO MOE...NOT SINCE 

LEMME SEE...NOT SINCE... 

2 EGGS OTR ITE pao YALL KNOW 'ZACKLY HOW DIS UNIVERSE 

OVER EASY NAW...HA‘HA-HAS e 


AGAIN...TO NO ONE IN PARTICULAR. 


THE MAN NEXT TO THE TALKER WHEN I ACTUALLY STARTED TRUE, HE WAS IN HIS OWN LITTLE 
WAS TRYING HARD TO MIND HIS LISTENING TO HIS ORATORY WORLD...BUT L WAS CURIOUS... 
OWN BUSINESS AND IGNORE I WAS CONVINCED THIS GUY 

THE SOLO CONVERSATIONALIST... WAS NUTS / 


2 eS P STREAM OF 
++. SHE LAID IN THE STINK . . ..BONE ON DA WRONG SIDE O’ THE - - CONSCIOUSNESS 


O' NATURE'S GARBAGE s TRACKS...A MIGHTY PRETTY THANG... TALKING ? 
- COURSE , I'S THE LIGHT... THE LIGHT ig 
OF THE COSMOS RUNS THROUGH 
ME&...I'S THE CENTER...NOW HOW 


HOWEVER, WHEN MY_LUNCH SO MARK? HOW COME 
ARRIVED, I TUNED OUT THE YOU FEEL LIKE SUCH 
TALKER AND GOT INTO MY ‘w= A_ WHORE DO/NG 
LITTLE WORLD... rw THESE ADVERT/SING 
JOBS, HUH ? 
YOU GOT SOME- 
THING AGAINST 
OH GOD, MAKING MONEY OR 
THIS IS GREAT WHAT ?/ AND 
MANNY? HOW COME THAT 
THE HELL WITH REP OF YOURS 
THE A.D.'S! DRIVES A LATE 
r 3 MODEL IMPORT AN' 
YOU'RE STILL 
DRIVING THAT 
BEAT-UP 
‘6/ CADILLAC...? 


IES, HE SAT BETWEEN ME AND THE TALKER. Pdi OK HONEY, TLL START 

. YY WITH A BOWL O° CHILI, 
3 y ae x: aa THEN TLL HAVE THE 

BLT WITH LOADS 

O’ MAYO ,A 

DOUBLE ORDER 

O’ FRIES AN‘ 

A LARGE COKE. 


THEN THE BIG REDHEAD TURNED TO. 
THE TALKER-TI FIGURED WE WERE 
REALLY IN FOR SOMETHING, BUT 
HE DIDN'T SAY ANYTHING... 


+ A KIND OF DREAM, 
LIKE You SEE YouseLF 
In A MOVIE...CEPT IT 
AIN'T No DREAM...YoU 
JUS’ CAIN'T ‘SPLAIN IT 
$O'S THEY KHO 


WHEN 
THEM WIMMINS GIT 
TO TALKIN’, THEY'S NO 
STOPPIN’ ‘EM... 
I MEANS IT Too! 


T'VE HAD ABOUT ENOUGH 
OF THIS SHIT, BUDDY. AN‘ /F 
YOU KEEP IT UP ZI MIGHT 

JUST SHOVE THAT 
PLATE A EGGS 
DOWN YER 

THROAT J 


.-. AT FIRST... 


YEAH...I TRIES TO TELL 
THEM WIMMINS-ALL 
THEM WIMMINS COMING 
"ROUND...BUT THEY's 
ALLAYS TALKIN’ 
BouT pis AH’ 


HEY SPADE! I'M ASKIN’ 
YOU A QUESTIONS 


.--BUT FINALLY... 


AN’ THEY 
ALLAYs Goin’ 


HEY BUDDY, WHO 
YOU YAPPIN’ TO? Ji 


THE TALKER JUST LOOKED AT 
THE REDHEAD, SMILED AND 
NODDED SILENTLY. THEN HE 

TURNED BACK TO HIS EGGS. 


+ APRIL BIN 
BONE OW THE 
WRONG SIDE 


Beyer ancy mee THAT'S [T SPADE / THAT TURNED MANNY AROUND... 
DEATH! S HUT -, UPI 


I TELLS THE WOMAN, TI 25 
SAYS 'WOMAN, YOU IS DEAD e LISSEN KID, 
MEAT ‘LESS you GIT < THIS GUY AIN'T 
OUTA THIS THANG! P A RE BOTAERIN’ NO 


WHAT?! HE'S BEEN SITTIN' 
HERE SHOOTIN’ H/S YAP OFF 
AN’ IT'S SURE AS HELL 
BOTHERIN' ME! 


JUST LEAVE _'IM 
ALONE ! YOU GOT ME 
KIO? LEAVE '/M BE OR 

GET OUTA HERE? 


GAWDAMMIT! WHAT KINDA ae 
ASSHOLES EAT HERE, ANYHOW? 


WHAD YOU SAY, 
SHITHEAD ?S 


wy 
VAP / 


4 
Gi \ 
NS ONLY 
\\ (an | THE 
BEST, 
ASSHOLE.. 


SS 


7  AHHHH,YER ALL \ 
NUTS! IMMGETTIN’ 
OUTA HERES 


THE NEXT THING T KNOW, 

IRMA_IS STANDING ABOVE 

ME. I'D BEEN MOVED TO 

A NEARBY BOOTH... 
W-WHAT HAPPENED 
TO THE T-TALKER ? 


L “. 
9 ELMORE? 
PAID UP 


% le, 
; : 
% AGO. 
7 .UH:.. Re 
HERE'S YOUR 
CHECK, TIGER. 
! Hy : a , ANN (\ 


I NEVER SAW THE TALKER AGAIN 
AND I STARTED EATING AT 
MAY'S CAFE ON THE CORNER OF 
EUCLID AND DESOTO. 


a 

BIN THE DISTANT | WARGO UH fhe fUcK ARE 

pasa DONT You Sila eae om yne 
BATILE. Twe DAYS Aor you 


FIND CAPTAIN bok ou SHipAND 2 Your 


(00! 

; AISSGUMS waKIN’ PRIQNER IEE Fuelx/ 

. WIA) UP NE MORNING CEA 
] WITH A TART 

oy Z| ANDA HANGOVER. 


GET, YOUR VILE HARPIE MoU 
My CRANK! WANT M 
CB IN OY) ppm 


BR 6 /Go0p moRIING 
Se 
RE YOO TH 


OU WELL KNOW MEADOWS IM Ni ¢ EADOWS 
N oui JOR Noting pai 2. TIL. 
K CURE | TO HANEY | 4, i ANE DALYIN 
MOI OVERS AY 5 OLD | whit ad 
eth 
MIN 
ES 


HI 
LC 
‘Wl 


AND Mihi! B uy ndlonyl 
fies SHE Wee po ie 
UP WiDDIT, Aye) 


SHABE 
GBB DIS 
MER: GIT IY 


HERE BE ANUDDER Six-PACK , 
‘ HEAT Roe oe FLOOR. 


| xrVNS3 
\ SS3Sn 
SStEM 
Qo. = 
1S 


“Ui 


Femi. = 
CARIAINS ORDERS: 


THEN K 
ae 


ANOUNT oF 
AA AB op DOES 


SASTING Hum RrGHT OUT OF His CABINS 
Finca FROM The SHS SERN d Z| 


A 


Fen Re, ari te 
B PER WHICH Bitter. EIT IS, 
PA ! PRO Fee 


eae 
D y 


Te a 
ME Ey : 
pe een og 

ING MEADOWS 


AND NOT A 
DRop To DRINK: | Zrze 


F Se ko ane) 
— J 4 ae \ 48 (22 
4 eS a Eke Aneth Fdl) \ \\ 
ORIGINAL ATT WORK FOR SALE* WIRITE: $-<LAY W150 N70 DICKS BAR: 290 SANCHEZ: SF CALIF-UNY 


BY DENNIS 
P. EICHHORN 
AND MICHACL 


IN IDAHO, FIRST TIME OFFENDERS 
CAN GET QUT IN FOUR MONTHS 
\F THEY DONT FUCK UP THE OTHER 
CONVICTS CALLED US‘ 

RIDERS.” 


AS HE CAME ALONGSIDE ME 


HE WHIRLED AND STABBED THE 
GUY \N FRONT OF ME IN THE 
BACK — 


wy 


\ 


i 


EMSs 
: SS 3 SS ! 
= ; Me ¢}< \ 3 yf Vy, 


LATER I HEARD THROUGH THE 

RAPEVINE THaT THE DEAD Guy 
WAS A SNITCH WHO WAS BEGINNING 
HIS SECOND STRETCH, 


AX FEW YEARS Aco Tt GOT 
BL\USTED FOR DEALING ACID 
AND MARIJUANA. 


THE JUDGE GAVE ME 
THREE Years intue IDAHO 
STATE PENITENTIARY, 


THE NEW ARRIVALS WERE 

KEPT SEPARATE FROM Tue REST 
OF THE PRISON POPULATION |N 
A CELL CALLED "THE FISHTANK ” 


Rik PRE RAs 


THE Guy FELL To THE FLOOR 
SCREAMING IN PAIN. in 
A MATTER OF MINUTES, HE 
WAS DEAD. rer 


WE ATE SEPARATELY FROM THE 
OTHER CONVICTS. AS I STOOD 
IN LINE WAITING FOR MY FIRST MEAL 
L NOTICED A MEXICAN IN A 
WHITE WAITER’'S JACKET 
WALKING TOWARD ME... 


THE GUARDS Took us ALL 
TO SEPARATE CELLS AND 


ENQUGH To SAY T HADNT 
SEEN ANYTHING, 


AFTER 3 WEEKS,I WAS F 2 
MOVED To AMEDIUM E£ 
SECURITY WoRKFARM Yim 
IN THE NEARBY DESERT Ae 


NIGHT, I'D WATCH AS 

SHOT HIMSELF UR, 
WHY DO YOU ALWAYS 
HIT UP INTHE DEVILS FACE 2) 

é; i an 


THE PRISONERS Were NEARLY 
ALL FIRST-TIMERS, LIKE 

MYSELE OR LIFERS wHo 
HAD BEEN LOCKED UP FOR 


GUARDS WERE MORMONS 


RY) 
wry 


OVER THE YEARS , HIS TATTOO 
HAD BECOME..BLUISH 
SCAR TISSUE... 


SOMETIMES T PLAYED 


EVERYONE BUT ME WAS 

TATTOOED. MY CELLMATE, 
WHO WAS DOING 3O Years 
HAD A DEVILS HEAD TATTOO 


DURING THE DAYS, 1 


WORKED OUTSIDE. MY 


MENTAL MONOPOLY. I FOUND THAT T COULD 


MBER EVERY DETAILOF THEGAME. 
“7 OM 7....LETS See... ro) 


THAT Puts ME 
ON...» - CHANCE. 


FLIPPED OUT AND TRIED TO 
KILL ME BY THROWING A 


RROWLY MISSED 
AD. ae 


many 


NIGHTS WERE THE WorsT. Sometimes ee LT DIDNT TAKE ME LONG To 
THERE WoulD BE A RAPE OR GANG DEVELOP AN A\R_ OFSULLEN 


BANG. I KNEW ENOUGH Te SAY I 
; SAY TO ANYONE - THAT WAS 
HADNT HEARD ANYTHING NOTHING UNUSUAL . A LOT OF 


Ht’b RAPED AND KILLED THE GUARDS KEPT KERMIT 


A WOMAN AND EATEN HEAVILY TRANQUILIZED 
OF HER FLESH Jarry AND WATCHED HIACLOBELY 


IT WON THEGAME I WAS fF 1 USED THE FOOLS CHECKMATE AND 
PLAYING. KERMIT IN FOUR MOVES. 


KERMIT PICKED UP_M THE GUARD BEHIND HIM 
STEPPED CLOSER 


KERMIT HAD USED SO 
MucH EPOXY, THE Cess- 


wo 
PIECE WAS COMPLETELY ieaey | CNo PROCLEM.) 


THE REPAI We ENCASED INA GLOB ‘ 
ae EEN OF CLEAR PLASTIC. O | 


THE LIFERS LOUNGE WAS A To SAY" NO THANKS” 
THERES AGOOD SHow RECREATION ROOM RESERVED} |1{ would BE A DEADLY 
ON'T-V, TONIGHT, You For THE KILLER ELITE INSULT. 

CAN COME ANDWATEH 


\T WITH US IN THE 
LIFERS’ LOUNGE 


el 
ese 


AT NINE OCLOCK T 
WENT TO THE LIFERS, 
LOUNGE ... 


i 


WEEK WAS p 
EN COLD BLOOD. 


vy THE CLUTTER FAMILY THE UFERS WERE 
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@ Phere was nothing so still in New York as 
a subway stop when no trains were rumbling, 
Arthur reflected, while waiting for the uptown 
express at Fourth Street. It piqued him that 
there was no way to put the silent period 
between trains to use: one passed the heavy 
minutes in a polite fit of impatient anticipation, 
finally staring down the empty tracks as if sheer 
desperation would make a train magically 
materialize in the darkness. In the more 
efficient world he was forever imagining, a 
computerized board would predict each train 
arrival, freeing him to think of other things as 
he waited. 

The subway anarchy made it impossible 
for Arthur to hoard time, let alone control it. 
Whenever he arranged to see someone he tried 
to leave his apartment at the last possible 
moment, ideally arriving ten or fifteen minutes 
late at his destination. His secretly delayed 
schedule was designed to nestle him in a 
comfortable buffer zone between politeness 
and rudeness, and to protect him from feeling 
tyrannized by punctuality. In reckoning his 
time of arrival it was his habit to allot himself a 
ten minute train wait. The deterioration of 
train service had blasted this calculation, but 


Arthur could not bring himself to amend it, lest 
he find himself cheated of extra time if his train 
obeyed his schedule. 

Usually he brought something to read on 
the train. This time he had only a tattered 
newspaper he had twice sifted through for 
distracting stories. Newspapers were another 
thing that weren’t put to good use, Arthur 
thought: to absorb half their slop required more 
fortitude than even a subway rider possessed. A 
four page paper without frills or features, 
selling for a nickel or dime, would set things 
aright. 

Nothing short of a revolution could have 
made the subway itself more to Arthur’s tastes. 
The graffiti mongers were no longer defacing 
trains; having exhausted virgin wall space, they 
had taken to defacing their predecessors’ 
scrawls. Whoever did such scribbling—it all 
looked like the work of one prolific vandal— 
seemed to have made an intensive study of 
kindergarten art styles. Now it was part of the 
decor, and one simply obliterated it with 
inattentiveness. 

On hearing the faint burr of his train 
Arthur stood up and readied to sprint. Luckily, 
he found himself next to a door when the train 
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ground to a full stop, giving him a headstart on 
other riders. He darted towards a vacant seat. 
He spun a mental cassette in search of a tune 
that would sedate him, or drown out the noise « 
of the train. The cassette jammed; he found 
himself thinking about his sister. To change the 
subject he opened his paper again, hoping to 
sniff out some curious story he had overlooked. 
He had caught the last dying charge of the 
rush hour brigade. Hands gripped every avail- 
able aluminum stirrup. He looked at their 
owners and saw a small platoon of corporate 
men, their faces, smooth as their palms, 
swathed in expressions of intense blandness. It 
was fun to look at the faces he saw on the train. 
To Arthur every face was an incomprehensible 
mask, revealing mood but cloaking character. 
He had always believed that there was more 
variety to people than to the features they 
displayed. Many people had faces that seemed 
stamped from some matrix, resembling hun- 
dreds of other faces. It was uncanny. He 
thought it was too bad no one kept an archive 
of portraits, assembling the faces of everyone in 
existence. That would be interesting to look at. 
For Arthur the subway was a refuge from 
the enforced incuriosity of his ordinary exis- 


tence. There his eyes could wander about the 
faces surrounding him with impunity. He 
nonetheless always pretended to be lost in 
thought as he scrutinized passengers. The way 
people pretended to ignore each other on the 
subway intrigued him. Some riders greeted the 
arrival of new passengers as an intrusion. It was 
as if they were sitting in a public lavatory 
without doors and were trying to preserve their 
privacy. Black teenagers, on the other hand, 
liked to stare insolently at the white passengers, 
who shrank into themselves at the approach of 
their eyes. Arthur was fascinated by the 
immobile way blacks tended to cup their hands 
as they walked: it was something he had tried 
to draw. 

The passengers who tried to blinker out 
the belligerent-looking blacks they saw were 
making a mistake, Arthur believed. It never 
paid to hide your eyes from someone who 
might be dangerous. Once he had sat opposite 
a man with a large instrument case laid next to 
his feet. A well-groomed black sat calmly a few 
feet away, apparently minding his own busi- 

“ fess, whatever that was. When the train 
stopped at Penn Station the black passenger 
rose nonchalantly: without breaking his stride 
he snatched up the instrument case and dashed 
out of the train. Afterwards, Arthur marveled 
that the man had barely glanced at the case 
before seizing it. 

On the other hand, a man could easily get 
killed in New York for looking at someone the 
wrong way. Those things happened, and when 
they did Arthur wondered exactly how the 
victim had been looking at his future killer. 
One never knew. Maybe the victim never 
knew, either. A strange dream he once had 
about subway violence came to him. Two 
middle-aged men in slate-grey raincoats 
boarded his train and sat beside him. He began 
a fascinating conversation with one of them. 
He couldn’t recall a word that passed between 
them; perhaps no words had actually passed 
between them. Whatever was said, he felt quite 
acutely that he was somehow unburdening 
himself to a lifelong friend as he spoke to this 
perfect stranger. Just as he was savoring the 
experience the man took a casual peek at his 
watch. Without changing his nondescript 
expression he stood up, opened his raincoat 
and began firing the submachine gun he had 
tucked inside it. People screamed and scattered 
like a cluster of cockroaches. The unlucky ones 
crashed to the floor in bloody convulsions. 
Arthur looked on with silent stupefaction, 
wondering if the gun would be turned on 
himself. He had no idea what could have 
aroused the dream, which he regarded as more 
interesting than anything it conceivably sig- 
nified. It was that way with his sketches: who 
knew what they really meant, or why he did 
them? If what he drew was less interesting than 
the remote forces that guided his hand, his 
work was worthless. 

There was one subway passenger he had 
tried to paint, unsuccessfully. He had seen the 
man asa child. It was the first time he had seen 
a freak. The passenger was a legless beggar 
who was attached to a scuffed wooden cart, 
like a statue upon a pedestal. He had a plump 


fate that looked as soft as a piece of fruit. 
Arthur was horrified by his body, and even by 
the serenity of his bearing as he wheeled 
himself through the subway car. 

The sight of mutilated people still flus- 
tered him. It wasn’t right ordinary people 
pretended they did not exist, or recoiled from 
them. 

When the train stopped at 14th Street 
Arthur appraised the incoming passengers. It 
was odd how people he did not know could 
please or disgust him on sight. The most 
detestable people who rode the subways were 
the well-heeled harpies with sagging faces and 
bloated girdles who tried to purchase glamour 
in the form of make-up and expensive jewelry. 
At mid-day the trains were full of these 
women, whose vanity was uglier than their 
decay. He hated the loud rouge and the facial 
cream they all seemed to smear over them- 
selves, which was the sickly color of a surgical 
bandage. He had once seen two of their tribe so 
immersed in some honking conversation about 
diets and diseases that neither noticed a deadly- 
looking teenager who stood next to them, his 
eyes clasping their gold necklaces. When they 
left the train he marched in step behind them. 
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Arthur had been tempted to get off the train as 
well, simply to watch the mugging he was sure 
would follow. 

Checking his watch, Arthur saw that he 
might still make the 7:10 bus. He would be late 
for dinner with his sister, but would have no 
time to call her from the bus station. He did not 
look forward to the occasion. He guessed that 
she would force-feed him unappetizing per- 
sonal tidbits she regarded as revelations, con- 
cerning their family, or her divorce. He would 
listen impatiently and look on politely, offering 
inoffensive comments that meant nothing to 
him. She was sure to bring up the rage she felt 
towards their parents and her ex-husband, the 
rage she had never expressed thanks to her 
Wasp upbringing. She was now seeing a 
Jewish man and it was such a relief that they 
could bicker and scream at each other. . . That 
was the way she talked. He might as well be a 
microphone. . 

She had once been a shy girl, Now she 
had learned to express her’ feelings, she said, . 
and to become more of a “reat person”. What 
had happened to her, Arthur thought, was 
simply that she had lost the feeling of shame 
that had once prevented her from being 
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overbearing and exposing her selfishness. , 


Thanks to therapy, all she did was talk about 
herself. She didn’t think about herself, how- 


ever. Not on any constructive level, he thought.. 


He would have to smother his disapprov- 
al, or she would start in on him. Why didn’t he 
straighten himself out like she was doing? Why 
didn’t he take up commercial art? What was he 
doing working as a nothing clerk in a print 
store? He was twenty-eight; wasting himself. 
Wasn't it time he—? 

“I know all that,” he would probably 
mumble, to deflect her assault. Finally she 
would retreat, and turn back to her usual 
targets, or make begrudging conversation 
about some neutral subject, all the while 
resenting its failure to engage him. There was 
no arguing with what she said, for it was true. 
However, she was the wrong person to say it. 
She also said it for the wrong reasons. When 
she wasn’t carping at him she took only a 
perfunctory interest in whatever he was doing, 
feeling, or thinking. Their acquaintance 
amounted to occasional dinners; their sym- 
pathy for each other stayed skin-deep. 

What kept their relationship from turning 
rancid, he thought, was that she privately 
suspected that something was terribly wrong 
with him, and treated him like a breakable 
object. She never asked him about the women 
in his life, and he was convinced that she half- 
believed him to be gay. Having a gay brother 
would pain her no end; it would deprive her of 
her status as the only victim of the family. 
Besides, she was a complete conformist, 
though she was too conceited to acknowledge 
that. She wanted her life to shine with surface 
normality, and a gay brother would take some 
of the sheen off things. Well, he thought, God 
bless superficiality. Whatever terrified her 
about him formed a useful protective coating 
over their conversations: it prevented him from 
ever having to admit that he was remote simply 
because he felt no kinship with her. 

At 34th Street most of the standees 
scurried off the train. Arthur caught sight of 
one grotesque passenger; he wore a metal 
helmet that looked like a poached egg, and 
flowing purple pants with a raccoon’s tail 
dangling between his buttocks. Arthur sup- 
pressed a smirk. Perhaps the man was 
harmless. New York was full of grade B 
eccentrics like that. 

Sometimes he felt that there was nothing 
he could paint in the city. He had tried to draw 
the broken people who passed their lives in the 
waiting room of the bridge bus terminal. The 
desolation he hoped to depict seemed trite to 
him afterwards. What would have passed as 
the product of a daringly morbid sensibility a 
dozen years ago was now pennyworth reality, 
as provocative as Norman Rockwell. How 
great it would have been to live in the 
Renaissance, or some ancient age when 
nothing magnificent had ever been done! Then 
a man could contribute something fresh. 
Anything he painted with the canvas at his 
disposal would be his equivalent of brandish- 
ing a raccoon’s tail between his legs. . . His 
sister was right, in her dull way. He was getting 


too old to inhabit a dead cocoon of unrealized 
talent. His reluctance to paint made no more 
sense than a girl refusing to marry because the 
man of her dreams would not propose to her. 

Normal people always knew their price 
on.the social market. Beautiful women were 
often offensively selfish and snooty because 
they could get away with it: no one would put 
them in their place. Plain women had to be 
more giving in order to get on in the world. 
Geniuses, celebrities, and people with money 


could afford to be prima donnas. Nothing . 


entitled him to be a prima donna, but he was 
one, in a sly way. He thought he was somehow 
too good to become a mediocre artist, so he 
frittered away his time with sketches that were 
preludes to nothing. He was more a day- 
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dreamer than an artist, using despair as an 
excuse to daydream. 

He had even convinced himself that he 
had no time to draw. The time he was investing 
in this idle visit to his sister could have been 
applied to art, of course. He was kidding 
himself when he imagined that he would some 
day settle down and begin serious painting. 
The pictures would never paint themselves, 
which was what he really wanted them to do. 

None of these reflections disturbed him 
for the moment. It was as if he were thinking 
about another person. It dawned on him that 
he had regurgitated these thoughts before, and 
was becoming increasingly indifferent to their 
bleak conclusions. Maybe he was simply 
bracing himself for a complete break with art. 

Suddenly he saw what his smug self- 


analysis amounted to: on the pretext of 
lacerating himself, he was congratulating 
himself for his honesty. What creature within 
him was he outwitting in this silly fashion? 
Some department of his ego must be operating 
at a large deficit, he realized, for him to go to 
these elaborate extents to wrest a petty profit 
from his ruminations. It wouldn't be that way, 
he told himself, if you were painting. He closed 
his eyes and thought of himself. 

His sister liked to think of him as neurotic. 
He had found the label conforting, rather than 
disquieting. It exempted him from effort. Now 
he wondered if the trouble with himself was 
not some intellectually melodramatic neurosis 
at all, but laziness. What did it mean to imagine 
himself neurotic, except to play the role of an 
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invalid? In this capacity he could coddle 
himself... while doing nothing. And what a 
crock that was! He hated himself for his 
lethargy. 

No matter what caused this problem, 
there was a simple cure for it. He had only to 
throw away his crutches. He ought to challenge 
his sister. If you are so concerned for me, he 
should tell her, why don’t you let me use your 
garage as a studio? I could come out on week- 
ends. He had never wanted to make this 
proposal, chiefly because he didn’t like the idea 
of maintaining any ties to her. But, of course, he 
would be losing something either way. The 
question was which way he wanted to lose 
something. 

As he twiddled with these thoughts 
Arthur grew restful. It was becoming a 


productive ride. 

Along the rim of his eye he noticed 
someone watching him, and he carefully 
looked across the aisle of the train, as if his 
interest had been lightly pricked by a poster ad. 
He lowered his glance to the level of a girl 
sitting a few yards to his left on the other side of 
the train. 

She had a beige complexion and black 
hair that glistened like the bristles of an unused 
paint brush. He took her to be in her middle or 
late twenties. She was smiling ecstatically at 
him. Her teeth had the whiteness of corneas, 
and he saw no blemishes upon her face. 

To smile like that at someone! He wished 
he could do that. He looked away in 
embarrassment. 

She must have gotten on at 59th Street, he 
supposed. The train was now rumbling 
somewhere between the Seventies and Nine- 
ties, and he guessed that she was headed for the 
same bus terminal as he. 

He let a moment pass before stealing a 
second look at her. It had not been an accident. 
She was still smiling at him. 

He tried smiling back, returning more of a 
shrug. Now she seemed on the verge of 
laughing. 

He was at a loss for gestures. Whenever 
he had locked eyes with women on the street 
nothing had come of it; he never kenw what to 
say or do in those situations. 

Again he looked towards her, this time 
making no effort to dilute his interest. She had 
neither removed her eyes from him nor 
stopped smiling. As their glances engulfed each 
other he felt himself getting light-headed. It was 
as if they were in bed together, it seemed so 
private. 

The other passengers were paying no 
attention to him. When he looked away from 
her he thought about her appearance. She wore 
her hair brushed and pinned back on the sides, 
just carelessly enough to attract him. She hada 
heavily fluted upper lip and delicate eyebrows 
that looked like neither streaks nor stitches. She 
was not dressed like a career woman; possibly, 
she might be a school teacher. He took her to 
be Italian, though she looked a little untidy for 
an Italian girl. 

It was odd how appealing she seemed. He 
was, he knew without caring, already begin- 
ning to turn an above average work of human 
art into a small classic. It always happened that 
way. 

He turned to her again with a half- 
knowing smile that seemed to give her another 
fit of merriment. Now he was periodically 
looking at her simply to treat himself. 

In spite of himself he felt the rustle of a 
growing erection. He couldn’t fantasize about 
fucking her; she was too close to his grasp. 

He could never have looked at a female 
with the absorption she was displaying in him. 
To hit on total strangers always struck him as 
crass. There appeared to be nothing crass about 
her forwardness, though. 

He felt deliriously happy. For some time 
he believed that he had already received the 
best fuck of his life, and this notion had 
depressed him. Now he saw howsilly that was. 

He toyed ceremoniously with his paper, 
pretending to read it. When he looked over 


again at her she was smiling and shaking her 
head, as if to tell him that she saw through his 


. trick. 


As the subway car left the 168th Street 
station he gave a nervous start. How was he 
going to handle this situation? 

For once he found a ready answer to one 
of his dilemmas. He would just let things 
happen. The situation itself would cradle him 
like the crest of a wave. That was how things 
should be. 

At 175th Street they filed out of the train 
together. As they passed the framed advertising 
posters that proclaimed: You are what you 
buy, he decided to speak. 

“Would you mind telling me what was so 
funny?” he asked, his voice suggesting that this 
was an inconsequential question. 

“Let’s talk upstairs,” she replied matter- 
of-factly. 

They headed into a coffee shop. Up close 
she seemed smaller, and a little careworn. She 
lit a cigarette as soon as she sat down, and he 
noticed that two of her fingers were jaundiced 
with nicotine. 

“Coffee?” he asked when a_busboy 
approached the counter. She accepted this 
suggestion with a slight nod. 

“Well,” he began again. “I’m waiting to 
hear what this is all about.” 

She seemed uncomfortable, almost shy. 

“It’s hard to explain,” she said, groping. 
“When I saw you sitting there on the train I 
started thinking, life is funny. It isn’t so terrible 
after all.” 

He didn’t know what to make of this 
remark. 

“There’s something funny about my 
face?” he asked with mock displeasure. 

“It’s not easy to talk about...” She 
frowned and looked grimly into space. She had 
raised her elbows and was leaning her head 
against her palms. He noticed that she blinked 
excessively. 

Exhaling smoke, she looked at him as if 
for the first time. “See, I'm depressed most of 
the time,” she said slowly. “I’ve tried killing 
myself three times.” She turned her wrists 
outward for him to inspect. Without touching 
them he glanced down at a raised scar, the 
length and thickness of a sewing needle. 

“One time I tried to gas myself,” she 
added. “That didn’t work.” 

He made a dismayed face. “Why’d 
you—?” He glanced around, afraid other 
people might be eavesdropping. 

“I don’t know. I can’t take it, I guess. 
Things just get to be too much for me, 
sometimes. . . I’ve been getting stronger lately. 
This has just been a horrible day for me. 
Everything went wrong. Then when I saw you, 
I don’t know. . .It seemed. . .reassuring.” She 
said the last word uncertainly. 

“It’s nice to know that I have such a 
positive effect on people,” he said, trying to 
conceal his disappointment. “Have you been 
seeing a shrink?” : 

She gave a nod that signified no 
enthusiasm. 

“My sister’s been going to one. It really 
helps her.” 

He did not want to look directly at her. 
From his halting glances he saw less sorrow 


etched in her than hurt. She seemed timid and 
fearful. He thought to soothe her by pretending 
they were having an ordinary conversation. 

“You know, you have a gorgeous smile,” 
he said abruptly. 

His remark seemed to cheer her, but the 
smile did not show itself. Without it, she did 
not look particularly attractive any more. She 
was awfully undernourished; her arms were 
like tubes. 

“Where are you off to?” he asked, hoping 
to nudge the conversation towards a conclu- 
sion. 

“To my parents’ out in Woodbridge.” 

“Do you know when your bus leaves?” 

“T think they leave pretty regularly 
around this time.” 

“Listen, I have a dinner engagement I 
have to keep. I don’t mean to put you off, but I 
was supposed to be there at seven. Tell you 
what—why don’t I give you my name and 
number. ..”As he scrawled this information 
on her matchbook he was cautioning himself 
not to feed her hopes. 

“Give me a ring sometime,” he said, 
handing her the matchbook. “I’m pretty busy, 
but...” 

“TIl only be in town for another week.” 

“Oh,” he said, trying to sound dis- 
appointed. “Where do you live?” 

“In Cleveland.” 

That’s nice, he thought. Cleveland’s 
pretty far away. 

“You know, I almost forgot to ask you 
your name.” 

“Emily.” 

“Emily... what?” 

“Emily Schwartz.” 

“You must be Jewish.” 

She nodded, looking dismayed. 

“I'm not Jewish, but I love Levy’s rye,” he 
said. “Also bad jokes.” 

“What’s your name?” 

“Art Driscoll.” 

He was tempted to begin: I hope you 
don’t think I’m running out on you. . . but he 
did not want to leave the wrong impression. 

“T hope you don’t mind that I laughed at 
you,” she said in a beaten voice. 

“T got a real kick out of it.” He paused. 
“Emily, please do me a favor. I hate to ask you 
this, but if you call, don’t make it too late, or 
my girlfriend will think there’s something 
going on between us.” 

“T probably won’t call,” she said, ruining 
what he thought had been a perfect brush-off. 

“T wouldn’t mind if you did.” 

He wondered if she picked up the 
reluctance in his voice. This thought delayed 
him, and he stared morosely at his coffee, 
which he hadn’t sipped. Now he saw that she 
had nothing to say. 

“Let me get on down the road,” he said, 
standing up and patting her weakly on the 
shoulder. “Take care of yourself.” 

He sensed that she was trying to look 
unaffected by their parting. He did not look 
back as he pressed open the glass door of the 
coffee shop. As he started up the escalator he 
wondered if he was being a bastard, a nice guy, 
or a commendably cagey character. 


ora a~r~"- 8 


xX» 3 : x '¢ Pot , 
OT por Ky s ” 
Fxt Nts Ty gene + hy, Mr. Norng, rea 
(AAs + Is, THIS THE Mowe bby Ourmbe. 


LA, 


ALLL iy 


LT CAN'T CONTROL MY THOUGHTS wou 


MAYBE THEY 
I wonder?! 


~~ BmMommee can I GET 
PEENUT BUTTER ay sie * TURTLE ¢ Wane 
OR TUNA FISH - : HIM Y 
FoR my LuwcH Be 
mm TODAY ?? alm 


A yi Vy ths J 


\ MMM... Goop 
I'M A REAL STUD 
VH SWEETHART?! ff 


TE 


I MUST BE PUITING OUT Some KIND OF 


UMN HAT GRAT BETTER NOT ; 
“KILE MY NICE TURILE: 


‘ f Yy 
Y |  DininZ Y 2. Se 
UNISHED. Ke ah 4 ae 2 
i A. —_, Ze ATHAT CREEPY 
L “ap <4 €) pel sTORE OWNER 
g |g Zi ae wt DA {5 LOOKIN, 


WANTS TO DO pee 
PMOMMEE THERE'S WALLY, 


(T ; 
; AN’ HE's SMILING AT ME- [XQ 
z YY EZ want wim \ge 
Zug * Y' SO MUCH 
Fa) ; 
4 


IHAD EMBARRASIVG EROTIC DREAMS BASED 
ON THIS SLEAZ Guy I EXPANDED VPIV 
WItl(NG PARI1CIPAM, 


4 


OUT OF A RESTAURANT I GO To A LoT WHEN 


WEIRD SIGNALS BECAUSE... T was WALKING 
Ree ia 


SUDDENLY 606 


I MUST HAVE you. 
IM WILD ABour 


YOU... TM iv Ove. WN Mey... oown Boy... 


PLEEZE..... ?! 


ANTON(O, YOU'RE A NMUCE 
GUY Ale Bur L'M MAR. 


SY 
"4 SA e ae || 
WGArl ft Aico + YOU HAVE 5 Kit 
0K?! 


Z 


(ee 
2 Ome WR my FIRST TIME 


i : 
Py Lif AT AN X-RATED 
DRIVE IN! 


' 
¢ 


Pl THOVGNT I workcED 
you LOOKING AT ME. : 
THOUGHT YOU tlIreD ME. h 


I WAS REPELLED 
BE F WAS LOOK! 


BY HIS TOUCH.. BUT MAY- 


NG AT HIM 


AN ASPIRING YOUNG CARTOONIST CAME TO 
VISIT BOB + WAS INTENSELY 


IT WAS SURPRISED, I DION"T THINK TI LOOKED 
TOO Good THAT DAY... BUT oecvs 


THIS GU 
LIKE A MER OUS 


Ht, HOw RE ya 
(WRECK TO ME! 


DOIN 2? UM oH & 
SG 5 G0B HERE? 


TN 


DOES THIS ODD MALE ATTENTION MAKE ME 
REALLY BELleve L'mM ATTRACTIVE PP? OF 


COURSE NOT.. TE YOU KNOW MY TWISTED 
PSYCHE, you'D «Now iT DOESNT HELP I! 


STILL THINK I'M 
} FAT, OLD, UGLY 4 MEAN |, 
BUT HOPELESSLY HORNY !: 


THESE ARE (INCOMPATIBLE 
m FEELINGS !! 


EXACTLY LIKE 
ACE BACK WARDS’ 
SATIRE OF Me! 


ITS THIS CONSTANT 
INNER TURMOIL THAT 
GIVES ME THAT 


INTENSITY. 
\\ 


FSIS 


JEWISH 


HE LIKED IT BUT THE HVBG T HAD ‘wolf Eyes" 
99 SCARY [ Y SOMETIMES FINDS ME 


ATTRACTED To ME,.\ 


HE WAS /N Love WITH MY HAle JEEZIS! 
OH + THE NEXT DAY I WAS WALKIVG 

ON THIS SLEAZY DOWNTOWN MALL /V 
SACRAMENTO WITH SOPHIE, ROBERT ¢ A FREMY 
FRIEND 0 0°¢ 
; TALKING AGOUT 

RECORDS 

- = 


aie 


- oe \ 
Looking 
AT ToyS 
APD 
AN 


TO RELEI\VE ™ ALIENATION I 
a SPL My Cure eens ote OTHER HOYSE- 


LATELY ZL FIND L'VE 
HAD STRONG SEX URGES 
¢ WASTY THOUGHTS ABOUT 
STRANGE MEN!» THINK ITs, 
MY AGE 72ND ADOLE SEN’ ONLY LIKE My 
Do you FEEL “IKE THIS PPA HUSBAND» 
SAS especiarty S/NCE 
THERAPY - j 


BUT 
NOTHI 


THAT. HAS 
TO DO 
NG TO Be 


HM, SOME GIRLS ARE WILDER THAN T 
SUSPECT +06 I RUN /NTO ANOTHER FRIEND 


yO ad ae DAUGHTAH pum anti vane 
PRG ips eee ) Cae ky  € Lookin FaBucouS! J 

= You EveR oo Soe flrs Peter Sour 
Bx 


( EM 
0 IT WITH OTHER MEN okie ae see 


\i 
j Be HI, NICE TO 
MEET y4! J 
f ] Af- “MIN Love 
; WITH LEANN, 


'Z Pew Actuauy TvE 
TA BEEN DYING TO TALK 
) 70 SOMEBODY AG0LT 
THOS! iS 
eR ; 


2 WAS Accused OF 
A Done tf with. 


IP 'TS TOO GOOD | 
AND T: CAM T Reauve4 
Get ENOUGH aa. 
t ' e 
TMIGHT BE, 
Blo win’ Cy 
iA 


Now £ THINK I'M BORING + UNADVENTUR OUS 
DT JUST TAK + STEW BUTI DON'T Acr. 


/ 
My SELF IMAGE HASN'T IMPROVED AT ALC ed 


DON'T. TAINK HE WAS CRAZY ENOUGH ABouT 


SO SINCE I ONLY GAve Mysetr ¥ PAGES IN THIS 
MAGAZINC I'D Borer GET ON WITH THE ACTION TE 
BEEN LEADING UP T0.-..-L LOOKED UP A MAN F | Wh 
HAD AN INTENSE CRUSH ON FOR YEARS... T'VE ey 
ALREADY HAD A THOUSAND SEK FANTASIES ABOUT M 
gianna Emerg ee 
N WE'RE BOTH OLDER BuT f,TEST MY STRAWNG J 

HE'S STILL TOTALLy SEXY+ BoDy y 
I'M EXcireéD, 
FOAL UME Hr ween er LE 
\\ SPANK ME HARDER 
HORT Me more!/ 


WELl iT WAS PRETTY 
INTENSE. BUT ZL HAFTO 
CONFESS THE ANTICIPATION, 
WAS BETTER: 


T SH 


WHA 
: MAKE esi 


Ec 


Plt JUST HAVE 
A GLASS OF WINE § 
¢ cook AT MY & 


CooK BO0K: 


7S i x7 
et Sl 
eM at 
) f i 
: i yeas a 


ay 


i 


\ 


